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nize this magnetic power of attracting good souls around
him would be to lose sight of Gray's peculiar and signal
charm. It is true that, like the moon, he was " dark to
them, and silent;" that he received, and lacked the power
to give; they do not seem to have required from him the
impossible, they accepted his sympathy, and rejoiced in his
inexpressive affection; and when he was taken from them
they regarded his memory as fanatics regard the sayings
and doings of the founder of their faith. Gray " never
spoke out," Brown said; he lived, more even than the rest
of as, in an involuntary isolation, a pathetic type of the
solitude of the soul.

" Yes! in the sea of life enisled,
With echoing straits between us thrown,
Dotting the shoreless watery wild,
We mortal myriads live alone.
The islands feel the enclasping flow,
And then their endless bounds they knew.*'our yearn afterwards the hand which penned
